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waved his peaked cap.    Not a word could be heard,
but we knew the ship had won her gamble.

Throughout the next two days we steamed ahead of
a hurricane and longed for Zanzibar. Seldom did the
sight of a port seem more welcome to ordinary travellers
than those two big islands which at last showed their
clove groves above the sea. We almost cheered when
the port officials were rowed out by nude oarsmen
wearing the badge of the Sultan who ruled the territory.
Until the Indians had all undergone medical inspection
there was no question of going ashore. The Yellow
Jack flapped from our mast with depressing aggressive-
ness while, through a spy glass, I studied the white
town which I had on previous voyages seen at close
quarters. Quarantine officials declared the Kaiser, for
the time being, irrevocably plague-stricken and another
very small steamer called the Somali was engaged to
carry us to India,

Gangs of equatorial blacks shipped my luggage into
the launch of the other boat which lay across the road-
stead.

If the German vessel had been crowded, the emergency
craft was swamped with passengers. One could not
move along the deck without treading cither on an
Indian coolie or his belongings. Ordinary European
travellers never used the Somali because of her age, so
I felt quite happy to find the first officer's cabin available
for me. Moreover, there was no small-pox aboard, a
circumstance worth a good deal after the excitements
of the last few days. Though the ship had not become